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One 
Author's Notes: 


| just love Joe/Sav fluff :D | hope you like it! 


"Sav. Baby. Sav. Wake up." Sav rolls over in his bunk, swatting away the hand that's pushing his arm. 
"Leave me alone, Joe, I'm tired," he groans. 

"| need your help." 

"Go and ‘ave a wank then, you don't need me." Joe sighs. 


"That's not it. | can't find the cough syrup." Sav rolls back over, opening his eyes. Joe is staring at him, his 


nose red and a sniffle coming on. 


"Are you sick?" Sav asks. He sits up, wincing when he hits his head on the bottom of Phil's bunk. Sav has no 
idea what time it is, but the rest of the bus is quiet, which means everyone else must be fast asleep. 


"No, just a little cough, thats all," Joe says, before pausing to cough into his hand. 


"That's crap. Come ‘ere." Sav moves over to let Joe sit next to him, and he lays a hand on Joe's forehead. It 


only takes a second before he realizes how warm Joe is. 

"Shit, Joe, you're burning up. Here, take my blanket. I'll go find the syrup." Sav wraps his thick blanket over 
Joe's shoulders and crawls out of his bunk. He pads to the back of the bus, where he has most of the 
medicine hidden. He keeps it away from everyone, only because he's paranoid someone could take it all. Sav 
knows that Steve knows there is alcohol in cough syrup, and he doesn't need an overdose on the bus. Joe would 


have a fit. 


Once Sav finds the cough syrup and puts the medicine back in the cabinet, he hurries back to his bunk. Joe is 
still sitting there, blanket wrapped around him, his eyes half-closed. 


"Babe. I've got some medicine for you. How did you get sick?" Sav pulls the curtain shut for some privacy, and 


measures out a dosage for Joe. He knocks it back like it's a shot of vodka and grimaces at the taste. 


"Hell if | know. My throat was hurting by the end of the show, but | figured it was just from singing. Then | 


woke up feeling like shit," Joe answers. 

"When in doubt, blame the Terror Twins," Sav says with a chuckle. Joe laughs, but it turns into a cough. 

Sav helps Joe lie down next to him in the tiny bunk, and he puts an arm around his best friend. He's not quite 
used to being the big spoon, since Joe has always been the bigger of the two and the boss in their relationship. 


But Joe's sick, and Sav doesn't particularly want to get sick too from Joe breathing on him all night. 


"Get some sleep, okay? | don't want to take over lead vocals tomorrow night,” Sav whispers in Joe's ear. He 


nuzzles Joe's damp hair with his nose before planting a kiss on the side of his head. 


"We could make Steve do it. Maybe he'd actually use one of the microphones," Joe says. Sav rolls his eyes, 
even though he knows Joe won't see it. 


"Yeah, because he doesn't have enough stage fright already. Will you be better by tomorrow do you think?" 


"I'll be okay, as long as you dress up in a nurse's costume and tend to my every need." Joe turns his head to 


look at Sav, a twirkle in his eye despite a flushed face. 
"You wish." 


"Joe, I'll bet you IO pounds to get Sav into a nurse's outfit!" Rick yells from his bunk, making Sav and Joe jump. 


Sneaky bastard probably heard everything. 
"Not a chancel" 
"God, go to fuckin’ sleep you people,” Phil mutters from the bunk above them. 


"Will do," Joe whispers, before curling up into Sav's warm embrace and promptly falling asleep. 


